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fortuitous visitors, to be led whither I would not.
I do this, a very little, because I do not desire
to lose touch with my kind ; but then my work
is of a sort which brings me into close touch
day after day with all sorts of people, till I crave
for recollection and repose ; the prospect of a
round of visits is one that fairly unmans me.
No doubt it implies a certain want of vitality,
but one does not increase one's vitality by making
overdrafts upon it; and then too I am a slave
to my pen, and the practice of authorship is
inconsistent with paying visits. Of course the
obvious remedy is marriage; but one cannot
marry from prudence, or from a sense of duty,
or even to increase the birth-rate, which I am
concerned to see is diminishing. I am, more-
over, to be perfectly frank, a transcendentalist
on the subject of marriage. I know that a happy
marriage is the finest and noblest thing in the
world, and I would resign all the conveniences
I possess with the utmost readiness for it. But
a great passion cannot be the result of reflec-
tion, or of desire, or even of hope. One cannot
argue oneself into it; one must be carried away.
"You have never let yourself go," says a wise
and gentle aunt, when I bemoan my unhappy
fate. To which I reply that I have never done
anything else. I have lain down in streamlets,
I have leapt into silent pools, I have made, be-